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Scene,  A  Hall  in  Goodwills  Hcufe  in  the  Country. 


Goodwill  folus. 

WELL,  it  is  to  me  furprifing,  that  out  of  the  muL** 
titudes  who  feel  a  pleafure  in  getting  an  eftate, 
few  or  none  fhould  tafle  a  fatisfaclion  in  beftowing  it. 
Doubtlefs  a  good  man  mufl  have  vafi  delight  in  reward- 
ing merit  ;  nor  will  I  believe  it  fo  difficult  to  be  found* 
I  am  at  prefent,  I  thank  Heaven  and  my  own  induflry, 
worth  a  good  L.  10,000,  and  an  only  daughter  ;  both 
which  I  have  determined  to  give  to  the  molt  worthy  of 
my  poor  relations.  The  tranfport  I  feel  from  the  hope 
of  making  fome  honeft  man  happy,  makes  me  amend? 
for  the  many  weary  days  and  fleeplefs  nights  my  riches 
have  coft  me.  I  have  fent  to  fummon  'em.  The  girl  I 
have  bred  up  under  my  own  eye  ;  fhc  has  feen  nothing, 
know?  nothing,  and  lias  confequently  no  will  but  mine. 
I  have  no  reaion  to  doubt  her  confent  to  whatever  choice 
JTlhall  make*  ■  ■  How  happily  muft  my  old  ag«  Aide 
2  "  away, 


PR 


THE  VIRGIN  UNMASK'D.  xzx 


away,  between  the  affection  of  an  innocent  and  dutiful 
child,  and  the  grateful  return  I  may  expect  from  a  fo- 
much  obliged  fon-in-law  !  I  am  certainly  the  happiefl 
man  on  earth.    Here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy,  Did  you  fend  for  me,  papa  ? 

Good.  Yes  ;  come  hither,  child.  I  have  fent  for  you, 
to  mention  an  affair  to  you,  which  you,  I  believe,  have 
not  yet  thought  of. 

Lucy.  I  hope  it  is  not  to  fend  me  to  a  boarding- 
fchool,  papa. 

Good.  I  hope  my  indulgence  to  you  has  been  fuch, 
that  you  have  reafon  to  regard  me  as  the  befl  of  fathers. 
I  am  fure  I  have  never  deny'd  you  any  {hing  but  for 
your  own  good :  Indeed  I  have  confulted  nothing  elfe. 
It  is  that  for  which  I  have  been  toiling  thefe  many- 
years  ;  for  which  I  have  deny'd  myfelf  every  comfort  ia 
life ;  and  from  which  I  have,  from  renting  a  farm  of 
L.  500  a-year,  amafled  the  fum  of  L.  10,000. 

Lucy.  I  am  afraid  you  are  angry  with  me,  papa.  ~ 

Good.  Be  not  frighten'd,  my  dear  child,  you  Lav* 
done  nothing  to  offend  me.  But  anfwer  me  one  que* 
flion — What  does  my  little  dear  think  of  a  hufband  ? 

Lucy.  A  hufband,  papa  !  O  la  ! 

G  o:l  Come,  it  is  a  queftion  a  girl  in  her  fixteentfi 
year  may  anfwer.  Shou'd  you  like  to  have  a  hufband, 
Lucy  \ 

Lucy.  And  am  I  to  have  a  coach  ? 

Good.  No,  no  ;  what  has  that  to  do  with  a  hufband? 

Lucy.  Why,  you  know,  papa,  Sir  John  Wealthy's 
daughter  was  carry'd  away  in  a  coach  by  her  hufband  ; 
and  I  have  been  told  by  feveral  of  our  neighbours,  that 
I  was  to  have  a  coach  when  I  was  married.  Indeed  I 
have  dreamt  of  it  a  hundred  times.  I  never  dreamt  of 
a  hufband  in  my  whole  life,  that  I  did  not  dream  of  a 
coach.  I  have  rid  about  in  one  all  night  in  my  fleep; 
and  methought  it  was  the  pureil  thing  !  — - 

Good.  Lock  up  a  girl  as  you  will,  I  find  you  cannot 
keep  her  from  evil  counfellors.  [Afide.~\ — I  tell  you, 
child,  you  muft  have  no  coach  writh  a  hufband.  , 

Lucy.  Then  let  me  have  a  coach  without  a  hufband. 

Vol.  II.  L  Good* 
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Good.  What,  had  you  rather  have  a  coach  than  a 
hufband  ? 

Lucy*  Hum — I  don't  know  that — But  if  you'll  get 
me  a  coach,  let  me  alone,  Til  warrant  I'll  get  me  a 
hufband, 

A  I  R  I.    Tfov/ajy  I  cannot. 
Do  you,  papa,  but  find  a  coach, 

And  leave  the  other  to  me,  Sir  ; 
For  that  will  make  the  lover  approach, 
And  I  warrant  we  (han't  difagree,  Sir. 
No  fparks  will,  talk 
To  girls  that  walk, 
I've  heard  it>  and  I  confide  ia't ; 
Do  you  then  fix 
My  coach  and  fix, 
I  warrant  I  get  one  to  ride  in't,  to  ride  xcti* 
1  warrant,  &c. 

Good.  The  girl  is  out  of  her  wits,  fure.    Huffey,  who 
^ut  thefe  thoughts  into  your  head  ?    You  fliall  have  a 
™ood  fober  hufband,  that  will  teach  you  better  things. 
Lucy.  Ay,  but  I  won't  though,  if  I  can  help  it ;  for 
Mifs  Jenny  Flant-it  fays,  a  fober  hufband  is  the  worft 
fort  of  hufband  in  the  world. 

Good.  I  have  a  mind  to  found  the  girl's  inclinations. 
Come  hither,  Lucy ;  tell  me  now,  of  all  the  men  you 
ever  faw,  whom  fhou'd  you  like  bell  for  a  hufband  ? 
Lucy.  O  fy,  papa,  I  mufl  not  tell. 
Good.  Yes,  you  may  your  father. 
;  Lucy.  No,  Mifs  Jenny  fays  I  mull  not  tell  my  mind 
to  any  man  whatever.    She  never  tells  a  word  of  truth 
to  her  father. 

Good.  Mifs  Jenny  is  a  wicked  girl,  and  you  muA  not 
regard  her.  Come,  tell  me  the  truth,  or  I  fhall  be 
aftgry. 

Lucy.  Why,  then,  of  all  the  men  I  ever  faw  in  my 
whole  life-time,  I  like  Mr  Thomas,  my  Lord  Bounce's 
footman,  the  beft,  a  hundred  thoufand  times. 

Good.  Oh  fy  upon  you!  like  a  footman  ? 

Lucy.  A  footman  !  he  looks  a  thoufand  times  more 
like  a  gentleman  than  either  Squire  Foxchaie  or  Squire 
Tankard,  and  talks  more  like  one,  av,  and  fmells  more 

like 
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like  one  too.  His  head  is  fo  prettily  dreft,  done  all 
down  upon  the  top  with  fugar,  like  a  froited  cake,  with 
three  little  curls  on  each  fide,  that  you  may  fee  his  ears 
as  plain  !  and  then  his  hair  is  done  up  behindjufl  like  a 
fine  lady's,  with  a  little  little  hat,  and  a  pair  of  charm- 
ing white  flockings,  as  neat  and  as  fine  as  any  white- 
legged  fowl ;  and  he  always  carries  a  great  fwinging 
itick  in  his  hand,  as  big  as  himfelf,  that  he  would  knock 
any  dog  down  with  who  was  to  offer  to  bite  me.  A 
footman  indeed  !  why,  Mifs  Jenny  likes  him  as  well  as 
1  do  ;  and  Hie  fays,  all  the  fine  young  gentlemen  that 
the  ladies  in  London  are  fo  fond  of,  are  juft  fuph  per- 

fons  as  he  is.  Icod,  I  mould  have  had  him  before 

now,  but  that  folks  told  me  I  mould  have  a  man  with  a 
coach  ;  and  that  methinks  I  had  rather  have,  a  great  deal. 

Good.  I  am  amaz'd  !  But  1  abhor  the  mercenary  tem- 
per in  the  girl  worfe  than  all—What,  child,  would  you 
have  any  one  with  a  coach  ?  Would  you  have  Mr  Achum  ? 

Lucy.  Yes  indeed  would  I,  for  a  coach. 

Good.  Why,  he  is  a  cripple,  and  can  fcarce  walk  acrof|| 
the  room,  - 

Lucy.  What  fignifies  that? 

AIR  II.     Wully  Honey. 
When  he  in  a  coach  can  be  carry'd, 

What  need  has  a  man  to  go  ? 
That  women  for  coaches  are  marry'd^ 

I'm  not  fuch  a  child  but  I  know. 
But  if  the  poor  crippled  elf 

In  coach  be  not  able  to  roam, 
Why  then  I  can  go  by  myfelf, 

And  he  may  e'en  ftay  at  home, 

Enter  Blifler. 

Bltft.  Mr  Goodwill,  your  humble  fervant.  I  have 
rid  twelve  long  miles  in  little  more  than  an  hour.  I  am 
glad  to  fee  you  fo  well ;  I  was  afraid,  by  your  mefTage — 

Good.  That  I  had  wanted  your  advice,  I  fuppofe  : 
Truly,  coz,  I  fent  for  you  on  a  better  account  Lu- 
cy, this  is  a  relation  of  your's  you  have  not  feen  a  great 
while,  my  coufm  Blifter  the  apothecary. 

Lucy.  O  la  !  I  hope  that  great  huge  man  is  not  to  be 
xny  huiband. 

L  2  BHJi* 
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Blijl.  My  coufin  is  well  grown,  and  looks  healthy. 
What  apothecary  do  yoli  employ  ?  He  deals  in  good 
drugs,  I  warrant  him. 

Good.  Plain  wholefome  food  and  exercife  are  what  me 

deals  in. 

Blijl.  Plain  wholefome  food  is  very  proper  at  fome 
time  of  the  year,  with  gentle  phyfic  between  whiles. 

Good.  Leave  us  a  little,  my  dear  Lucy,  I  muft  talk 
with  your  coufin. 

Lucy.  Yes,  papa,  with  all  my  heart — I  hope  I  mail 
never  fee  that  great  thing  again.  \_Exit. 

Good.  I  believe  you  begin  to  wonder  at  my  meffage  ; 
and  will  perhaps  more,  when  you  know  the  oocafion  of 
it.  In  fhort,  without  more  preface,  I  begin  to  find 
myfelf  going  out  of  the  world,  and  my  daughter  very 
eager  to  come  into  it.  I  have  therefore  refolv'd  to  fee 
her  fettled  without  farther  delay.  I  am  far  from  think- 
ing vaft  wealth  neceiTary  to  happinefs  :  Wlferefore,  as  I 
can  give  her  a  fufficient  competency,  I  have  determined 
g|o  marry  her  to  one  of  my  own  relations.  It  will  pleafe 
me,  that  the  fruits  of  my  labour  mould  not  go  out  of 
the  family.  I  have  fent  to  feveral  of  my  kinfmen,  of 
whom  me  mall  take  her  choice  ;  and  as  you  are  the  firfl 
here,  if  you  like  my  propofal,  you  mall  make  the  firft 
application. 

Blijl.  With  all  my  heart,  coufin  ;  and  I  am  very  much 
oblig'd  to  you.  Your  daughter  feems  an  agreeable 
young  woman,  and  I  have  no  averfion  to  marriage. 
But  pray,  why  do  you  think  yourfelf  going  out  of  the 
world  ?  Proper  care  might  continue  you  in  it  a  confi- 
derable  while.    Let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Good.  To  oblige  you ;  though  I  am  in  very  good 
health. 

Blijl.  A  little  feverifh — I  would  advifc  you  to  lofe  a 
little  blood,  and  take  an  emulfion,  with  a  gentle  emetic 
and  cathartic. 

Good.  No,  no,  I  will  fend  my  daughter  to  you  ;  but 
pray  keep  your  phyfic  to  yourfelf,  dear  coufin.  \_Exit. 

Blijl.  This  man  is  near  feventy,  and  I  have  heard 
never  took  any  phyfic  in  his  life ;  and  yet  he  looks  as 
well  as  if  he  had  been  under  the  doctor's  hands  all  his 
lifetime.    Tis  ftrange  \  but  if  I  marry  his  daughter, 

the 
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the  {boner  he  dies  the  better.  It  is  an  odd  whim  of  his 
to  marry  her  in  this  manner :  but  he  is  very  rich;  and 

fo,  fo  much  the  better.  What  a  ftrange  dowdy  'tis  I 

No  matter,  her  fortune  is  never  the  worfe. 

{  AIR   III.    Round,  round  the  mill. 

*  In  women  we  beauty  or  wit  may  admire  ; 

1  Sing  trol,  lerol. 
4  But  fure  as  we  have  them,  as  furely  they'll  tire ; 
1  Oh  ho,  will  they  fo  ? 

4  Abroad  for  thefe  dainties  the  wife  therefore  roam ; 
*  Sing  trol  lerol : 

*  And  frugally  keep  but  a  plain  dim  at  home ; 

4  Oh  ho,  do  they  fo  ? 

*  Who  marries  a  beauty,  mull  hate  her  when  old ; ; 

1  Sing  trol  lerol. 
'  But  thqpolder  it  grows,  the  more  precious  the  gold*. 
4  Oh  ho,  is  it  fo? 

Enter  Lucy. 

Oh,  here  comes  my  miftrefs.  What  a  pox  mall  I  fay  P 
to  her  ?    I  never  made  love  in  my  life. 

Lucy.  Papa  has  fent  me  hither  ;  but  if  it  was  not  for 
fear  of  a  boarding-fchool,..  I  am.  fure  I  would  not  have 
come ;  but  they  fay  I  fhall  be  whipt  there,  and  a  huf- 
band  can't  whip  me  let  me  do  what  I  will ;  that's  one 
good  thing, . 

Blift.  Won't  you  pleafe  to  fit  down,  coufin  ? 

Iuiicy.  Yes,  thank  you, ,  Sir.  Since  I  muft  flay 

with  you,  I  may  as  well  lit  down  as  not.  [Afide* 

Blift.  Pray,  coufin,  how  do  you  find  yourfelf  ? 

Lucy.  Find  myfelf  ? 

Blift.  Yes  ;  how  do  ye  do  ?  Let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 
How  do  ye  fleep  o' nights  ? 

Lucy.  How  ?  why,  upon  my  back  generally. 

BUJ}.  But  I  mean,  do  you  deep  without  interruption  ? 
are  you  not  refttefs 

Lucy.  I  tumble  and  tofs  a  good  deal  fometimes. 

Blift.  Hum !    Pray  how  long  do  you  ufually  fleep  ? 

Lucy.  About  ten  or  eleven  hours. 

Blift*  Is  your  ftomach  good  ?    Do  you  cat  with  as. 
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appetite  ?  How  often  do  you  find  in  a  day  any  incli- 
nation to  eat  ? 

Lucy.  Why,  a  good  many  times ;  but  I  don't  eat  a 
great  deal,  unlefs  it  be  at  breakfatt,  dinner,  and  (upper, 
and  afternoon's  nunchion. 

Blift.  Hum  !  I  find  you  have  at  prefent  no  abfolute 
need  of  an  apothecary. 

Lucy.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that — I  wifti  he  was  gone 
with  all  my  heart.  [Aftde. 

Blift.  I  fuppofe,  coufin,  your  father  has  mentioned  to 
you  the  affair  I  am  come  upon ;  may  I  hope  you  will 
comply  with  him,  in  making  me  the  happieft  man  upon 
earth  ? 

Lucy.  You  need  not  afk  me  ;  you  know  I  muft  do 
what  he  bids  me. 

Blift.  May  I  then  hope  you  will  make  me  your  huf- 
band  ? 

Lucy.  I  muft  do  what  he'll  have  me. 
Blift.  What  makes  you  cry,  Mifs  ?  Pray,  tell  me  what 
is  the  matter  ? 

Luty.  No  ;  you  will  be  angry  with  me  if  I  tell  you. 

Bit]}.  I  angry  \  it  is  not  in  my  power ;  I  can't  be 
angry  with  you :  I  am  to  be  afraid  of  your  anger,  not 
you  of  mine  ;  I  muft  not  be  angry  with  you  whatever 
you  do. 

Lucy.  What !  muft  not  you  be  angry  let  me  do  what 
I  will  ? 

Blift.  No,  my  dear. 

Lucy.  Why  then,  by  goles  \  I  will  tell  you — I  hate 
you,  and  I  can't  abide  you. 

Blift.  What  have  I  done  to  deferve  your  hate  ? 

Lucy.  You  have  done  nothing :  but  you  are  fuch  a 
great  ugly  thing,  I  can't  bear  to  look  at  you  ;  and  if 
my  papa  was  to  lock  me  up  for  a  twelvemonth,  I  fhould 
bate  you  ft  ill. 

Biift.  Did  not  you  tell  me  juft  now  you  wonI&  make 
me  your  hufband  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  fo  I  will  for  all  that. 

AIR  IV.    AW  ponder  <we/l9  &c. 

Ah,  be  not  angry,  good  dear  Sir,  i 
Ncr  do  not  tell  papa ; 

Fcr 
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For  though  I  can't  abide  you,  Sir, 
I'll  marry  you  O  la  ! 

Blift.  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  can't  abide  me,  I  can't 
help  that,  nor  you  can't  help  it ;  and  if  you  will  not 
tell  your  father,  I  allure  you  I  will  not.  Befides,  my 
dear,  as  for  liking  me,  do  not  give  yourfelf  any  trouble 
about  that  :  it  is  the  very  bell  reafon  for  marrying  me  ; 
no  lady  now  marries  any  one  but  whom  fhe  hates  ;  ha- 
ting one  another  is  the  chief  end  of  matrimony.  It  is 
what  moll  couples  do  before  they  are  marry 'd,  and  all 
after  it.  I  fancy  you  have  not  a  right  notion  of  a  mar- 
ried life.  I  fuppofe  you  Imagine  we  are  to  be  fond,  and 
kifs,  and  hug  one  another  as  long  as  we  live. 

Lucy.  Why,  ant  we  ? 

Blift.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  an't  we  ?  No !  How  ignorant 
it  is  !  {_<4Jide.*] — Marrying  is  nothing  but  living  in  the 
fame  houfe  together,  and  going  by  the  fame  name  ; 
while  I  am  following  my  bufinefs,  you  will  be  following^ 
your  pleafure  ;  fo  that  we  fhall  rarely  meet  but  at  meals ; 
and  then  we  are  to  fit  at  oppofite  ends  of  the  table,  and 
make  faces  at  each  other* 

Lucy.  1  mail  like  that  prodigiously — Ah,  but  there 
is  one  thing  though — an't  we  to  lie  together? 

Blift.  A  fortnight ;  no  longer. 

Lucy.  A  fortnight!  that's , a  long  time;  but  it  will 
be  over. 

Blift.  Ay,  and  then  you  may  have  any  one  elfe. 

Lucy.  May  I  ?  then  I'll  have  Mr  Thomas,  by  goles  f 
why  this  is  pure,  la  !  they  told  me  other  ftories.  L 
thought  when  I  had  been  married,  J  mult  have  never 
liked  any  one  but  my  hufband  ;  and  that  if  I  Ihould,  he 
would  kill  me  :  but  I  thought  one  thing  though  with 
myfelf,  that  I  could  like  another  man  without  letting 
him  know  it ;  and  then  a  fig  for  him. 

Blift.  Ay,  ay,  they  tell  children  ftrange  ftories  :  I 
warrant  they  have  told  you,  you  mull  be  govern'd  by 
your  hufband. 

Lucy.  My  papa  tells  me  fo. 

Blift.  But  all  the  married  women  in  England  will  tell 
you  another  ftory, 

Lucy* 
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Lucy.  So  they  have  already  ;  for  they  fay  I  muft  not 
be  govern'd  by  a  hufband :  and  they  fay  another  thing 
too,  that  you  will  tell  me  one  llory  before  marriage,  and 
another  afterwards  ;  for  that  marriage  alters  a  man  pro - 
digioufly. 

Bl'ift,  No,  child,  I  fhall  be  juft  the  fame  creature  I 
am  now,  unlefs  in  one  circumitance  ;  I  fhall  have  a  huge 
pair  of  horns  upon  my  head. 

Lucy,  Shall  you  ?  that's  pure  s  ha,  ha,  what  a  comi- 
cal figure  you  will  make !  but  how  will  you  make  'em 
grow  ? 

B/ift,  It  is  you  that  will  make  'em  grow. 

Lucy,  Shall  I  ?  By  goles,  then  I'll  do't  as  foon  as 
ever  I  can  ;  for  I  long  to  fee  'em.  Do,  tell  me  how  I 
fhall  do  it, 

Blift.  Every  other  man  you  kifs,  I.  fhall  have  a  pair, 
of  horns  grow. 

Lucy>  By  goles  !  then,  you  fhall  have  horns  enough 
but  1  fancy  you  are  joking  now. 

AIR:  V.    Buff- coat. 
Ah,  Sir,  I  guefs 
You  are  a  fibbing  creature,. 
Blift.  Becaufe*  dear  Mifs, 

You  know  not  human  nature. 
Lucy,  Marry'd  men,  I'll  be  f worn, 

I  have  feen  without  horn. 
Blift,       Ah,  child  !  you  want  art  to  unlock  it 
The  fecret  here  lies, 
Men  now  are  fo  wife, 
To  carry  their  horns  in  their  pocket, 

Lucy,  But  you  fhall  wear  your's  on  your  head  ;  for  X 
ihall  like  'em  better  than  any  other  thing  about  you. 
Blift.  Well,  then,  Mifs,  I  may  depend  upon  you. 
Lucy,  And  may  I  depend  upon  you  I 
Blift.  Yes,  my  dear. 

Lucy,  Ah,  but  don't  call  me  fo ;  I  hate  you  fhould 
call  me  fo. 

BUJi.  Oh,  child,  all  marry 'd  people  call  one  another 
ny  dear ,  let-  'em  hate  one  another  as  much  as  they 
will. 

Lucy,  Do  they?    Well  then;  my.  dear — Hum!  I 

^  think 
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think  there  is  not  any  great  matter  in  the  word  neither. 

Biift*  Why,  amongft  your  fine  gentry,  there  is  fcarce 
any  meaning  in  any  thing  they  fay.  Well,  I'll  go  to 
your  papa,  and  tell  him  we  have  agreed  upon  matters, 
and  have  the  wedding  inftantly. 

Lucy.  The  fooner  the  better. 

Blij}.  Your  fervant,  my  pretty  dear.  {Exit, 
Lucy.  Your  fervant,  my  dear.  Nafty,  greafy,  ugly 
fellow.  Well,  marriage  is  a  charming  thing  though  :  I 
long  to  be  married  more  than  ever  I  did  for  any  thing 
in  my  life  :  fince  I  am  to  govern,  I'll  warrant  I'll  do  it 
purely.    By  goles,  Til  make  him  know  who  is  at  home 

 Let  me  fee,  I'll  pra&ice  a  little.    Suppofe  that 

chair  was  my  hufband  ;  and,  ecod,  by  all  I  can  find,  a 
chair  is  as  proper  for  a  hufband  as  any  thing  elfe  :  Now,, 
fays  my  hufband  to  me,  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  P — 
Lard,  my  dear,  I  don't  know  how  I  do  !  not  the  bet- 
ter for  you.  Pray,  ??iy  dear,,  let  us  dine  early  to-day. — 
Indeed,  my  dear,  I  can't. — Do  you  intend  to  go  abroad 
to -day  r5— No,  my  dear. — Then  you  moillftay  at  home  P*—- 
No,  my  dear- — Shall  <we  ride  out  P — No,  my  dear  — 

Shall  <we  go  a  vifttingP — No,  my  dear.  1  will  never 

do  any  that  I  am  bid,  that  I  am  refolv'd;  and  then 
Mr  Thomas  !  O  good,  I  am  out  of  my  wits. 

AIR   VI.    Bejfy  Bell. 
La  !  what  fwinging  lies  fome  people  will  tell ! 

I  thought  when  another  I'd  wedded, 
I  muft  have  bid  poor  Mr  Thomas  farewel, 

And  none  but  my  hufband  have  bedded  : 
But  I  find  I'm  deceiv'd  ;  for  as  Michaelmas  day 

Is  ft  ill  the  forerunner  of  Lammas, 
So  wedding  another  is  but  the  right  way 

To  come  at  my  dear  Mr  Thomas. 

Enter  Coupee. 
Heyday  !  what  fine  gentleman  is  this  ? 

Coup.  Coufin,  your  molt  obedient  and  devoted  humble 
fervant. 

Lucy.  I  find  this  is  one  of  your  fine  gentry,  by  his 
not  having  any  meaning  in  his  words. 

Coup.  I  have  not  the  honour  to  be  known  to  you, 

coufin  5 
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coufin  ;  but  your  father  has  been  fo  kind  to  give  me  ad* 
million  to  your  fair  hands. 

Lucy,  O  Gemini  Cancer  !  What  a  fine  charming  man 
this  is  ! 

Coup.  My  name,  Madam,  is  Coupee  >  and  I  have  the 
honour  to  be  a  dancing-mailer. 

Lucy.  And  are  you  come  to  teach  me  to  dance  ? 

Coup.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  am  come  to  teach  you  a  very 
pretty  dance.    Did  you  never  learn  to  dance  ? 

Lucy.  No,  Sir,  not  I ;  only  Mr  Thomas  taught  me 
ene,  two,  three. 

Coup.  That  is  a  very  great  fault  in  your  education  ; 
and  it  will  be  a  very  great  happineis  for  you  to  amend 
it,  by  having  a  dancing-mailer  for  your  hufband. 

Lucy.  Yes,  Sir ;  but  I  am  not  to  have  a  dancing, 
mafter :  my  papa  fays  I'm  to  have  a  nalty  {linking  apo- 
thecary. 

Coup.  Your  papa  fays !  What  figntfies  what  your 
papa  fays  ? 

Lucy.  What !  mull  I  not  mind  what  my  papa  fays  ? 

Coup.  No,  no  ;  you  are  to  follow  your  own  inclina- 
tions. I  think  if  fhe  has  any  eyes,  I  may  venture  to 
trull  'em.  \_Afide.~\ — Your  father  is  a  very  comical  queer 
old  fellow,  a  very  odd  kind  of  a  filly  fellow,  and  you 
ought  to  laugh  at  him.  I  alii  pardon  though  for  my 
freedom. 

Lucy.  You  need  not  aik  my  pardon,  for  I  am  not  at 
all  angry  ;  for  between  you  and  I,  I  think  him  as  odd 
queer  a  fellow,  as  you  can  do  for  your  life.  I  hope  you 
won't  tell  him  what  I  fay. 

Coup.  I  tell  him  !  I  hate  him  for  his  barbarous  ufage 
cf  you  ;  to  lock  up  a  young  lady  of  beauty,  wit,  and 
fpirit,  without  ever  fuffering  her  to  learn  to  dance  ! 
Why,  Madam,  not  learning  to  dance,  is  abfolute  ruin 
to  a  young  lady.  I  fuppofe  he  took  care  enough  you 
fhould  learn  to  read. 

Lucy.  Yes,  I  can  read  very  well,  and  fpell  too. 

Coup.  Ay,  there  it  is ;  why  now,  that's  more  than  I 
can  do.  All  parents  take  care  to  inllrucl:  their  children 
in  low  mechanical  things,  while  the  genteel  fciences  are 
neglected.    Forgive  me,  Madam,  at  leaft,  if  I  throw 

myfelf 
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myfelf  at  your  feet,  and  vow  never  to  rife  till  lifted  up 
with  the  elevating  fire  of  your  fmiles. 

Lucy.  Lard,  Sir!  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  thefe 
fine  things  He's  a  pure  man,  [_Afide. 

Coup.  Might  I  hope  to  obtain  the  leaft  fpark  of  your 
love ;  the  leaft  fpark,  Madam,  would  blow  up  a  flame 
in  me,,  that  nothing  ever  could  quench.  O  hide  thofe 
lovely  eyes,  nor  dart  their  fiery  rays  upon  me,  left  I  am 
confumed. — Shall  I  hope  you  will  think  of  me  ? 

Lucy.  I  mall  think  of  you  more  than  I  will  let  yoti 
know.  [AJide* 

Cou.  Will  you  not  anfwer  me  ? 

Lucy.  La  !  you  make  me  blufh  fo,  I  know  not  what 
to  fay. 

Coup.  Ay,  that  is  from  not  having  learnt  to  dance  : 
a  dancing-mafter  would  have  cur'd  her  of  that.  Let  me 
teach  you  what  to  fay,  that  I  may  hope  you  will  conde* 
fcend  to  make  me  your  hufband. 

Lucy*  No,  I  won't  fay  that ;  but — 

AIR  VI L    Tweed  Side* 

O  prefs  me  not,  Sir,  to  be  wife 
To  a  man  whom  I  never  can  hate ; 

So  fweet  a  fine  gentleman's  life, 

Should  never  be  four'd  with  that  fate* 

But  foon  as  I  married  have  been, 

Ungrateful  I  will  not  be  nam'd  f 
Oh  itay  but  a  fortnight,  and  then, 

And  then  you  mall — Oh,  I'm  afham'd. 

Ccupy  A  fortnight  !  bid  me  live  to  the  age  of  of 

 Mr  What's-his-name  ?  the  oldeft  man  that  ever 

liv'd.  Live  a  fortnight  after  you  are  married  !  No, 
unlefs  you  refolve  to  have  me,  I  will  refolve  to  put  an 
end  to  myfelf. 

Lucy.  O  do  not  do  that ;  but  indeed  I  never  can  hate 
you  ;  and  the  apothecary  fays  n*o  woman  marries  any 
man  lhe  does  not  hate. 

Coup.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Such  mean  fellows  as  thofe  every 
fine  lady  muft  hate ;  but  when  they  marry  fine  gentle- 
men, they  love  them  as  long  as  they  live. 

Lucy.  0>  but  I  would  fiot  have  you  think  I  love  you, 

<r i;.,':    ^   •  (:43M? 
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J  aflure  you  I  don't  love  you :  I  have  been  told  I  mull 
not  tell  any  man  I  love  him.  I  don't  love  you,  indeed 
I  don't. 

Coup,  But  may  I  not  hope  you  will  ? 

Lacy.  Lard,  Sir,  I  can't  help  what  you  hope ;  it  is 
equal  to  me  what  you  hope.  Mifs  Jenny  fays,  I  mail 
always  give  myfelf  airs  to  a  man  I  like.  [Afide. 

Coup.  Hope,  Madam,  at  leaft,  you  may  allow  me  : 
the  cruelleft  of  your  fex,  the  greateft  tyrants,  deny  not 
hope. 

Lucy.  No,  I  won't  give  you  the  leaft  crumb  of  hope. 
— Hope  indeed  !  what  do  you  take  me  for  ?  I'll  affure 
you  !  No,  I  would  not  give  you  the  leaft  bit  of  hope, 
though  I  was  to  fee  you  die  before  my  face.  It  is  a 
pure  thing  to  give  one's  felf  airs.  YAJide. 

Coup.  Since  nothing  but  my  death  will  content  you, 
you  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  even  at  that  price.  [Pulls  out  his 
kitt.~\ — Ha,  curfed  fate  !  I  have  no  other  inftrument  of 
death  about  me  than  a  fword,  which  won't  draw.  But 
I  have  thought  of  a  way  ;  within  the  orchard  there  is 
an  apple-tree  ;  there,  there,  Madam !  you  mall  fee  me 
hanging  by  the  neck. 

There  mall  you  fee  your  dancing-mafter  die  ; 
As  Bateman  hang'd  for  love — e'en  fo  will  I. 

Lucy.  O  ftay  !  La,  Sir,  you're  fo  hafty  Mull 

I  tell  you  the  firft  time  I  fee  you  ?  Mifs  Jenny  Flant-it 
has  been  courted  thefe  two  years  by  half  a  dozen  men, 
and  nobody  knows  which  fhe'll  have  yet ;  and  muft  not 
I  be  courted  at  all  ?  I  will  be  courted  :  indeed  fo  I 
will. 

Coup.  And  fo  you  mail;  I  will  court  you  after  we 
are  married. 

Lucy.  But  will  you  indeed  ? 

Coup.  Yes,  indeed  ;  but  if  I  mould  not,  there  are 
others  enough  that  would 

Lucy.  But  I  did  not  think  married  women  had  ever 
been  courted  though. 

Coup.  That's  all  owing  to  your  not  learning  to  dance. 
Why,  there  are  abundance  of  women  who  marry  for  no 
other  rcafon,  as  there  are  feveral  men  who  never  court 
any  but  married  women, 

i  Lucy, 
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Lucy.  Well  then,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do  marry 
you  ;  but  hold,  there  is  one  thing — but  that  does  not 
much  fignify. 

Coup.  What  is  it,  my  dear? 

Lucy.  Only  I  promis'd  the  apothecary  juft  now ; 
that's  all. 

Coup.  Well,  mall  I  fly  then,  and  put  ev'ry  thing  in 
readinefs  ? 

Lucy.  Ay,  do  ;  I'm  ready. 

Coup.  One  kifs  before  I  go,  my  dearefl:  angel ;  and 
now  one,  two,  three,  and  away.  [J5x/V. 

Lucy.  Oh  dear  fweet  man  !  He's  as  handfome  as  an 
angel,  and  as  fine  as  a  lord.  He  is  handfomer  than  Mr 
Thomas,  and,  icod,  almoft  as  well  dreft.  1  fee  now 
why  my  father  wou'd  never  let  me  learn  to  dance  :  for, 
by  goles  !  if  all  dancing  mailers  be  fuch  fine  men  as  this, 
I  wonder  every  woman  does  not  dance  away  with  one. 

0  la,  now  I  think  on't,  he  pull'd  out  his  fiddling-thing, 
and  I  did  not  afk  him  to  play  a  tune  upon't — but  when 
we  are  married,  I'll  make  him  play  upon't  :  icod,  he 
(hall  teach  me  to  dance  too — he  mall  play,  and  I'll 
dance  ;  that  will  be  pme.  O  la,  what's  here  ?  another 
beau ! 

Enter  Quaver. 

Shtav.  Madam,  your  fervant.  I  fuppofe  my  coufifi 
Goodwill  has  told  you  of  the  happinefs  he  deiigns  me. 

Lucy.  No,  Sir,  my  papa  has  not  told  me  any  thing 
about  you.    Who  are  you,  pray  ? 

tguav.  I  have  the  honour  of  being  a  diftant  relation 
of  your's;  audi  hope  to  be  a  nearer  one.  My  name  is 
Quaver,  Madam  ;  I  have  the  honour  to  teach  fome  of 
the  firft  quality  to  fing. 

Lucy.  And  are  you  come  to  teach  me  to  fing  ? 

Quav.  I  like  her  defire  to  learn  to  fing  ;  it  is  a  proof 
of  an  excellent  miderftanding  [Aftde.~± — Yes,  Madam, 

1  will  be  proud  to  teach  you  any  thing  in  my  power ; 
and  do  believe  I  mall  not  yield  to  any  one  in  the  fcience 
of  finging. 

Lucy.  Well,  and  I  mail  be  glad  to  learn  ;  for  I  have 
been  told  I  have  a  tolerable  voice,  only  I  don't  know 
the  notes. 

£>uav.  That,  Madam,  may  be  acquired;  a  voice 
Vol.  II.  M  cannot- 
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cannot.  A  voice  mull  be  the  gift  of  nature  ;  and  it  is 
the  greateft  gift  nature  can  beitow.  All  other  perfec- 
tions, without  a  voice,  are  nothing  at  all.  Mufic  is  al- 
lowed by  all  wife  men  to  be  the  noblefl  of  the  fciences  : 
whoever  knows  mufic,  knows  every  thing. 

Lucy.  Come  then,  begin  to  teach  me,  for  I  long  to 
learn. 

ghiav.  Hereafter  I  fhall  have  time  enough.  But  at 
prefent  I  have  fomething  of  a  different  nature  to  fay  to 
you.  f 

Lucy.  What  have  you  to  fay  ? 

A  I  R  VIII.    Diml  Caro. 
J^uav.        Deareft  charmer, 

Will  you  then  bid  me  tell 
What  you  difcern  fo  well, 
By  my  expiring  fighs, 
My  doating  eyes, 
My  doating  eyes  ? 
Look  through  th'  inftru&ive  grove, 
Each  object  prompts  to  love  ; 
See  how  the  turtles  play, 
Each  object  prompts  to  love  ; 
All  nature  tells  you  what  I'd  fay. 

Lucy.  O  charming  !  delightful ! 

Quav,  May  I  hope  you'll  grant — 

Lucy.  Another  fong,  and  I'll  do  any  thing. 

£>uav.       Deareft  creature, 
Pride  of  nature  ! 
All  your  glances 
Give  me  trances. 
Deareft,  izfc. 

Lucy.  Oh,  I  melt,  I  faint,  I  fwoon,  I  die  I 

Quav.  May  I  hope  you'll  be  mine  ? 

Lucy.  Will  you  charm  me  fo  every  day  ? 

ghiav.  And  ev'ry  night  too,  my  angel. 

Enter  Coupee. 

Coup.  Heyday !  what  do  I  fee  ?  my  miftrefs  in  ano- 
ther man's  arms  ?  Sir,  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to 
tell  me  what  bufinefs  you  have  with  that  lady  ? 

<%uav* 


THE  VIRGIN  UNMASK'D.  135 


£>uav.  Tray,  Sir,  be  fo  good  as  to  tell  me  what  bu- 
finefs  you  have  to  afk  ? 
Coup,  Sir ! 
Quay.  Sir  ! 

Coup.  Sir,  this  lady  is  my  miflrefs. 
§hiav.  I  beg  to  be  excus'd  for  that,  Sir. 
Coup.  Sir ! 
£ht<iv.  Sir  ! 

A  I  R  IX.     Of  all  the  fimple,  Isfc. 
Coup.   Excufe  me,  Sir  ;  zounds,  what  d'ye  mean  f 

I  hope  you  don't  give  me  the  lie. 
Quav.  Sir,  you  miflake  me  quite  and  clean  \ 

Indeed,  good  Sir,  not  I. 
Coup.   Zounds,  Sir,  if  you  had,  I'd  been  mad; 

But  I'm  very  glad  that  you  don't. 
§>uav.  Do  you  challenge  me,  Sir  ? 
Coup.   Not  I,  indeed,  Sir. 
§>uav.      Indeed,  Sir,  I'm  very  glad  on't. 

Lucy.  Pray,  gentlemen,  what's  the  matter  ?  I  be* 
feech  you,  fpeak  to  me,  one  of  you. 

Coup.  Have  I  not  reafon  ?  Did  I  not  find  you  in  his 
arms  ? 

§>uav.  And  have  I  not  reafon  ?  Did  he  not  fay  you 
was  his  miftrefs,  to  my  face  I 

A  I  R  X.    Molly  Mog. 
Lucy.  Did  mortal  e'er  fee  fuch  two  fools  ? 

For  nothing  they're  going  to  fight ; 
I  begin  to  find  men  are  but  tools, 

And  both  with  a  whifper  I'll  bite. 
With  you  I  am  ready  to  go,  Sir, 

I'll  give  t'other  fool  a  rebuff :        \To  Coupee. 
Stay  you  but  a  fortnight  or  fo,  Sir, 

I  warrant  I'll  grant  you  enough.    \To  Quav, 

£>uav.  Damnation  ! 
Coup.  Hell  and  confufion  ! 

[They  draw,  Lucy  runs  out. 
Enter  Blifter. 
Bhfl.  For  Heaven's  fake,  gentlemen^  what's  the  mat- 
ter i    I  profefs  I  am  afraid  you  are  both  diforder'd, 
M  2  Pray, 
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Fray,  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  feel  your  pulfe  ;  I  wifh  you 
are  not  light-headed. 

Coup.  What  is  it  to  you,  Sir,  what  I  am  ? 

£>uav.  How  dare  you  interfere  between  gentlemen, 
firrah  ? 

Coup.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  break  my  fword  about 
your  head,  you  dog  ! 

g>uav .  I  have  a  great  mind  to  run  you  through  the 
body,  you  rafcal ! 

Coup.  Do  you  know  who  wc  are  ? 

ghiav.  Ay,  ay,  do  you  know  whom  you  have  to  do 
with  ?  _  / 

Bl'tjl.  Dear  gentlemen;  pray,  gentlemen.  1  wifh 

I  had  nothing  to  do  with  you  ;  I  meant  no  harm. 

Coup.  So  much  the  worfe,  firrah ;  fo  much  the  worfe. 

$uav.  Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  anger  gentlemen  i 
Enter  Goodwill. 

Gccd.  Heyday  !  What,  are  you  fencing  here,  gen- 
tlemen? 

Blifl.  Fencing,  quotha  !  they  have  almoft  fenced  me 
out  of  my  fenfes,  1  am  fure. 
Coup.  I  /hall  take  another  time. 
f^uav.  And  fo  mall  I. 

Good.  I  hope  there  is  no  anger  between  you.  You 
ru*e  nearer  relations  than  you  imagine  to  each  other. — 
Mr  Quaver,  you  was  fent  out  of  England  young  ;  and 
you,  Mr  Coupee,  have  LVd  all  your  lifetime  in  Lon- 
don ;  but  I  affure  you,  you  are  couiin-germans :  let  me 
introduce  you  to  each  other. 

Coup.  Dear  coufin  Quaver  ! 

£hiav.  Dear  coufin  Coupee. 

Blijl.  It's  but  a  blow  and  a  kifs  with  thefe  fparks,  I 
find. 

Coup.  I  thought  there  was  fomething  about  him  I 
could  not  hurt. 

Good.  Here  is  another  relation  too,  whom  you  do  not 
know.  This  is  Mr  Blifter,  fon  to  your  uncle  Blifter 
the  apothecary. 

Coup.  I  hope  you  will  excufe  our  ignorance, 

Bliji.  Yes,  coufin,  with  all  my  heart,  fince  there  is 
ho  harm  come  on't  ;  but  if  you  will  take  my  advice, 

yeu 
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you  fhall  both  immediately  lofe  fome  blood,  and  I  will 
order  each  of  you  a  gentle  purge. 

4  Enter  Wormwood. 
4  Worm,  Your  fervant,  coufin  Goodwill.    How  do> 

*  you  do,  Mailer  Coupee  ?    How  do  you  do,  Matter 

*  Bliiter  ?  The  roads  are  very  dirty  ;  but  I  obey  your 
4  fummons,  you  fee. 

*  Good*  Mr  Quaver,  this  is  your  coufin  Wormwood 
1  the  attorney. 

4  IVorin.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  Sir.  I  fuppofe, 
4  by  fo  many  of  our  relations  being  affembled,  this  is  a 
4  family  law-fuit  I  come  upon.     1  mall  be  glad  to  have 

*  my  inilruclions  as  foon  as  pofiible,  for  I  mull  carry 
away  fome  of  your  neighbour's  goods  with  executions 
by  and  by. 

4  Good*  I  fent  for  you  on  the  account  of  no  law-fuit 
this  time.  In  fhort,  I  have  refolved  to  difpofe  of  my 
daughter  to  one  of  my  relations :  if  you  like  her, 
couiin  Wormwood,  with  L.  10,000,  and  you  mould 
happen  to  be  her  choice — 

4  Blift.  That's  impoffible ;  for  me  has  promised  me 
already. 

4  Coup,  And  me. 
4  S$uav.  And  me. 

4  Worin.  How  !  has  fhe  promis'd  three  of  you  I  

Why  then,  the  two  that  mifs  her,  will  have  very  good 
actions  againft  him  that  lias  her. 

4  Good.  Her  own  choice  muft  determine  ;  and  if  that 
fall  on  you,  Mr  Bliller,  I  mull  infill  on  your  leaving 
off  your  trade,  and  living  here  with  me. 

4  Blift.  No,  Sir,  I  cannot  confent  to  leave  off  my 
trade. 

4  Good.  Pray,  gentlemen,  is  not  the  requeft  reafon- 
able  > 

4  All.  Oh,  certainly,  certainly. 
4  Coup.  Ten  thoufand  pounds  to  an  apothecary,  in- 
deed ! 

4  §>uav.  Not  leave  off  his  trade  1 

4  Coup.  If  I  had  been  an  apothecary,  I  believe  I 
mould  not  have  made  many  words. 

4  Good.  I  dare  fwear  you  will  not,  coufin,  if  fhe 
fhould  make  choice  of  you. 

<  M  3  I  C<nip* 
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<  Coup.  There  Is  fome  difference  though  between  us  ; 
mine  is  a  genteel  profeffion,  and  I  mall  not  leave  it 
off  on  any  account. 

<  Good.  I'll  be  judg'd  by  Mr  Quaver  here,  who  has 
been  abroad  and  feen  the  world. 

<  £>uav.  Very  reasonable,  very  re afon able — This  man, 
I  fee,  has  excellent  fenfe,  and  can  diftinguifti  between 

*  arts  and  fciences. 

*  Good.  I  am  confident  it  would  not  be  eafy  to  pre- 

*  vail  on  you  to  continue  the  ridiculous  art  of  teaching 

*  people  to  fin  or. 

*  §hiav.  Ridiculous  art  of  teaching  tofing  !  Do  you 
c  call  mufic  an  art,  which  is  the  nobleft  of  all  fciences  ? 

*  I  thought  you  a  man  of  fenfe,  but  I  find  

*  Coup.  And  I  find  too. 
«  Bliji.  And  fo  do  I. 

*  Worm.  Well,  it  is  furprifing  that  men  mould  be 

*  fuch  fools,  that  they  mould  hefitate  at  leaving  off  their 

*  profeflions  for  L.  1 0,000. 

*  Good.  Coufin  Wormwood,  you  will  leave  off  your 

*  practice,  I  am  fure. 

1  Wor?n.  Indeed,  Sir,  but  I  will  not.    I  hope  you 

*  don't  put  me  upon  a  footing  with  fiddlers  and  dan- 

*  cing-mafters.  No  man  need  be  amam'd  of  marrying 
1  his  daughter  to  a  practitioner  of  the  law.  What 

*  would  you  do  without  lawyers  ?    Who'd  know  his 

*  cwn  property  ? 

<  Blift.  Or  without  phyficians,  who'd  know  when  he 

*  was  well  ? 

*  Coup.  If  it  was  not  for  dancing-mafters,  men  might 

*  as  well  walk  upon  their  heads  as  their  heels. 

*  §>uav.  And  if  it  was  not  for  finging- markers,  they 

*  might  as  well  have  been  all  born  dumb/ 

Good.  Ha!  confufion  !  what  do  i  fee  !  my  daughter > 
in  the  hands  of  that  fellow  ! 

Enter  Lucy  and  Mr  Thomas. 

Lucy.  Pray,  papa,  give  me  your  blefiing :  I  hope 
you  won't  be  angry  with  me,  but  I  am  married  to  Mr 
Thomas. 

Good.  Oh  Lucy,  Lucy  !  Is  this  the  return  you  make 
lo  my  fatherly  fondnefs  ? 

Lucy.  Dear  papa,  forgive  me ;   I  won't  do*  fo  any 

more. 
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more.— Indeed  I  fhould  have  been  perjured,  if  I  had 
not  had  him. — And  I  had  not  had  him  neither,  but  that 
he  met  me  when  I  was  frighten'd  and  did  not  know 
what  I  did. 

Good.  To  marry  a  footman  ! 

Tbo.  Why,  look  ye,  Sir  ;  I  am  a  footman,  'tis  true, 
but  I  have  good  acquaintance  in  life.  I  have  kept  very 
good  company  at  the  hazard-table  ;  and  when  I  have 
other  cloaths  on,  and  money  in  my  pocket,  they  will  be 
very  glad  to  fee  me  again. 

1  Worm.  Hark  ye,  Mr  Goodwill  ;  your  daughter  is 

*  an  heirefs.  I'll  put  you  in  a  way  to  profecute  this 
«  fellow.' 

Bliji.  Did  not  you  promife  me,  Madam  ? 
Coup.  Ay,  did  not  you  promife  me,  Madam  ? 
§>uav.  And  me  too  ? 

Lucy.  You  have  none  of  you  any  reafon  to  complain  5 
if  I  did  promife  you  all,  I  promised  him  firft. 

'  Worm.  Look  ye,  gentlemen,  if  any  of  you  will 
c  employ  me,  I'll  undertake  we  fhall  recover  part  of 

*  her  fortune.' 

§htav.  If  you  had  given  your  daughter  a  good  edu- 
cation, and  let  her  learnt  mufic,  it  would  have  put  fofter 
things  into  her  head. 

Bliji.  This  comes  of  your  contempt  of  phyfic.  If 
flie  had  been  kept  in  a  diet,  with  a  little  gentle  bleed- 
ing, and  purging,  and  vomiting,  and  bliftering,  this 
had  never  happen'd. 

*  Worm.  You  fhould  have  fent  her  to  town  a  term  or 

*  two,  and  taken  lodgings  for  her  near  the  temple,  that 

*  fhe  might  have  converfed  with  the  young  gentlemen  of 

*  the  law,  and  feen  the  world. 

'AIR  XL    Bujh  of  Boon. 
'  *  Lucy.  Oh,  dear  papa,  don't  look  fo  grum : 
'  Forgive  me,  and  be  good : 

*  For  tho'  he's  not  fa  great  as  fome, 

<  He  (till  is  flefh  and  blood. 

*  What  though  he's  not  fo  line  as  beans, 

*  In  gold  and  filver  gay ; 

*  Yet  he,  perhaps,  without  their  cloaths, 

*  May  have  more  charm?  than  they,' 


1 4o     THE  VIRGIN  UNMASK'D. 

The.  Your  daughter  has  married  a  man  of  fome  learn- 
ing, and  one  who  has  feen  a  little  of  the  world,  and 
who  by  his  love  to  her,  and  obedience  to  you,  will  try 
to  deferve  your  favour.  *  As  for  my  having  worn  a  li- 
4  very,  let  not  that  grieve  you ;  as  I  have  liv'd  in  a 

*  great  family,  I  have  feen,  that  no  one  is  refpecied  for 

*  what  he  is,  but  for  what  he  has  :  the  world  pays  no 

*  regard  at  prefent  to  any  thing  but  money  ;  and  if  my 
4  own  induftry  mould  add  to  your  fortune,  fo  as  to  in- 
"  title  any  of  my  pofterity  to  grandeur,  it  will  be  no 
fc  reafon  againft  making  my  fon  or  grandfon  a  lord,  that 
fc  his  father  or  grandfather  was  a  footman. 

Good.  Ha  !  thou  talk'il  like  a  pretty  fenfiblc  fellow ; 
and  I  don't  know  whether  my  daughter  has  not  made  a 
better  choice  than  me  could  have  done  among  her  booby 
relations.  I  fhall  fufpend  my  judgment  at  prefent,  and 
pafs  it  hereafter  according  to  your  behaviour. 

Tbol  I  will  try  to  deferve  it  mould  be  in  my  favour. 

*  Worm*  I  hope,  coufin,  you  don't  expect  I  mould 

*  lofe  my  time.    I  expedl  fix  and  eight-pence  for  my 

*  journey. 

4  Good.  Thy  profeflion,  I  fee,  has  made  a  knave  of 
4  whom  nature  meant  a  fool.  Well,  I  am  now  con- 
4  vine'd,  'tis  lefs  difficult  to  raife  a  fortune,  than  to  fmd 
4  one  worthy  to  inherit  it. 

AIR  XII.    The  Torhjhire  Ballad. 

Blljler. 

Had  your  daughter  been  phyfie'd  well,  Sir,  as  me  ought,, 
With  bleeding,  and  blift'ring,  and  vomit,  and  draught, 
This  footman  had  never  been  once  in  her  thought, 
With  his  down,  down,  &c. 

Coupee* 

Had  pretty  Mifs  been  at  a  dancing-fchool  bred, 
Had  her  feet  but  been  taught  the  right  manner  to  tread, 
Gad's  curfe,  'twould  have  put  better  things  in  her  head, 
Than  his  down,  down,  &c. 

Sin  aver. 

Had  fhe  learnt,  like  fine  ladies,  inftead  of  her  prayers, 
To  languilh  and  die  at  Italian  foft  airs, 
A  footman  had  never  thus  tickled  her  cars, 
With  his  down;  down,  &c» 

Lucy* 
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Lacy, 

You  may  phyfic,  and  muiic,  and  dancing  enhance, 
In  one  1  have  got  them  all  three  by  good  chance  ; 
My  dodlor  he'll  be,  and  he'll  teach  me  to  dance, 
With  his  down,  down,  6c c. 

And  though  foft  Italians  the  ladies  controul, 
He  fwears  he  can  charm  a  fine  lady,  by  Gole  ! 
More  than  an  Italian  can  do  for  his  foul, 
With  a  down,  down,  &c. 

My  fate,  then,  fpe&ators,  hangs  on  your  decree  ; 
I  have  brought  kind  papa  here  at  laft  to  agree ; 
If  you'll  pardon  the  poet,  he  will  pardon  me, 
With  my  down,  down,  &c. 

Let  not  a  poor  farce,  then,  nice  critics  purfue  \ 
But  like  honeft-hearted  good-natur'd  men  do  5 
And  clap  to  pleafe  us,  who  have  fwcat  to  pleafe  you* 
With  our  down,  down,  &c.  \ 

Chorus, 

Let  not  a  poor  farce  then,  &c. 
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Dramatis  Personje. 

Hay- Market.  EdinBurib,  J7SOi 

M  £  N. 

Sir  James  Elliot,        .  •       Mr  Davis.  Mr  Hallion. 

Old  Wilding,  the  Father,  Mr  Caftle.  Mr  Colby. 

Young  Wildings        .  *  Mr  Foote.  Mr  Wilkinfon* 

Tapiltion,  .  .  Mr  Wefton.  Mr  Bailey. 

>V  O  M  E  N. 

Mifs  Grantham,        .  .  Mrs  Jeffries.  Mrs  Woods, 

Mifs  Godfrey^  .  .  Mrs  Brown.  Mifs  Mills. 

Kitty,  the  Maid,        .         .        Mrs  Parfons.  Mrs  Charteris. 

The  Servants. 


PROLOGUE. 

WHAT  various  revolutions  in  our  art, 
Since  Thefpis  firft  fung  baiiads  in  a  cart ! 
By  nature  frarrTd  the  witty  war  to  wage, 
And  lay  the  deep  foundations  of  the  ftage, 
From  his  own  foil  that  bard  his  pictures  drew  : 
The  gaping  crowd  the  mimic  features  knew, 
And  the  broad  jeft  with  fire  eledtric  flew. 
.Succeeding  times,  more  polifh'd  and  refin'd, 
To  rigid  rules  the  comic  mufe  confin'd. 
Robb'd  of  the  nat'ral  freedom  of  her  fong, 
In  artful  meafures  now  (he  floats  along. 
No  fprightly  failles  roufe  the  flumh'ring  pit ; 
Thalia,  grown  mere  architect  in  wit, 
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